THE  TURBULENT   GODDESS

The dinner was good, the wine plentiful. Isadora was in an ex-
pansive mood; the melancholy vapors that had hovered about our
previous meeting were apparently dispelled.

She wanted lots and lots of gay company. Her lovely eyes, glitter-
ing, searched the caf 6 for faces she knew. Her shapely bare arm was
perpetually upraised in a beckoning gesture.

First one, then another, and at last a stream of young men began
to pour down upon our table. More chairs were brought, then
another table and still more chairs. More wine, too. The chatter
swirled about the heads of my young lady and myself, a chorus of
male magpies paced by the resonant bells of Isadora's voice com-
manding a train of waiters.

The dinner for three was swelling into a royal feast at my ex-
pense, and I was not enjoying my guests. The sight of Isadora sur-
rounding herself with these parasites was acutely distasteful to
me. And also, it seemed, to my young lady.

She leaned toward me and whispered, "Perhaps I should develop
a headache?"

I reassured her, but she was determined to put an end to the
charade. She put her hand to her forehead and looked at me pite-
ously. I touched Isadora's elbow.

'I'm sorry," I said. "Miss----has a bad headache. Ill have to

take her home."

"Why must you? Let her go by herself. You stay."

I demurred at that, and Isadora was piqued.

"You Americans! All you do is drink ice water. You have ice
water in your veins! You know nothing of the art of living!"

My young lady had pushed back her chair and a young man in
beret and open-throated shirt was already snatching it from under
her to sit closer to Isadora. I paid the check as it stood then, mum-
bled good night as we left her, a lavish queen surrounded by a
horde of young courtiers with empty stomachs and emptier
pockets.
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